
pONTIUS Pilate .said, "I wish 
you'd throw out that piece of 
palm. Claudia. It's faded beyond 
recognition. Certainly there are 
enough fresh flowers in Jerusalem 
to decorate our rooms." 

The woman who was standing he- 
side the table touched the spray of 
wilted green with a gentle finger. 
She said, "Somehow I don't like to 
throw it out. It — I don't know how 
to explain it, Pilate, but it seems to 
have some miraculous signif- 
icance--" 

Pilate snorted. "You're getting 
superstitious like all the rest of 
them," he said. ''What's miraculous 
about a branch from a tree?" 
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Pilate's wife sighed. "I don't know 
how to answer you," she tolcl him. 
"It's only — well, that little Jewish 
maid of mine took it from the road 
last Sabbath. She said that the 
Master had come into Jerusalem 
over that road, and that a multi- 
tude threw fresh foliage in His way, 
and that everything which came in 
contact with Him had a strange 
power." 

Pilate interrupted. "Don't call 
Jesus Christ the Master!" he said. 
"If any of the centurions heard you, 
I might get into trouble. We're 
Romans — we don't believe in the 
pretensions of Jesus." 

The woman sighed and lifted the 
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wilted spray from its vase. "Very 
well, my husband," she said. "I'll do 
your bidding but — " she hesitated — 
"I have a queer presentiment of 
dread, and it centres around this 
token. Is it true that there's a plot 
against Jesus?" 

The governor of all Judea rose 
from his chair and started to pace 
up and down the room. "Listen, 
Claudia," he said, "you and I — we're 
outsiders. We can't interfere in the 
politics of the land we're occupying. 
What if there is a plot against Jesus? 
What if He is in prison?" 

The woman's face whitened 
queerly. "In prison?" she echoed. 
"Did you say — in prison?" 

Pilate's weak, handsome face con- 
torted in a scowl. "I hadn't meant to 
tell you, Claudia," he said. "You 
worry so about trifles . . . Jesus was 
captured last night in the Garden of 
Gethsemane, and He was taken to 
prison. He'll be brought up for trial 
this morning, and — curse the luck — 
I'm the judge!" 

As if she were moving automatic- 
ally the woman thrust the faded 
palm spray back into its vase. 
"Then," she said with a queer 
breathlessness, "then it's all right — 
then you'll free Him. My little Jew- 
ish maid has told me stories of the 
Man's goodness — she has told me of 
a cripple made whole, and of a blind 
man who was given sight, and of a 
little girl who was raised from the 
dead and — " 

"Lies — all lies!" Pilate interposed 
testily. "Romans do not believe in 
miracles. But, of course, when Jesus 
comes to the judgment I'll be fair. 
You know me, Claudia." 

The woman nodded. "Yes," she 
said rather sadly, "yes, I know you. 
You try to be fair, but you're — well, 
you hate to go against public opin- 
ion. And if public opinion has piled 
up against Jesus because of a nasty 
political prejudice — " 

Pilate said, "You're rather insult- 
ing, Claudia, but I suppose you 
don't know any better — you're only 
a woman. Well, I must be going." 
He started toward the door. "Why 
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i Pilate s wife was convinced that the drram { 

\ she had had about tin- lowly Na/arene had \ 

\ a vital st<4ni!icaiiee. Hut her hushand t 

| "washed his hands" of the whole affair, t 

I and has come down to us through history $ 

> as a symbol of a weaklin» and a coward. * 



can't you be like other wives, 
Claudia, and keep yourself amused 
with needlework?" 

"Needlework occupies the fingers 
but not the brain," murmured 
Claudia. "What would happen if 
Jesus were convicted of — of what- 
ever absurd charge they make?" 

Pilate said crossly, "He might be 
crucified. Do stop asking questions!" 
He went out of the door with his 
judicial robe swishing about his 
ankles, and Claudia sank down in a 
chair and buried her face in her 
hands. She was remembering things 
that she'd heard about Jesus — things 
that had stirred her unbelievably. 
She was wishing that she had had 
the opportunity of listening to one 
of His sermons-— wishing that she 
had felt the touch of His hand, 
wishing that she had known the 
brilliance of His smile. Her little 
maid had pictured the man so clear- 
ly, so tenderly. 

With her head buried in her 
hands, Claudia sat alone, and the 
palm branch, rather pathetic in its 
vase, seemed to sway toward her. 
She was a lonely woman, separated 
from her kin, remote from the land 
she called home, thrown into an 
alien atmosphere, forced to listen to 
alien tongues. 

Her eyes closed wearily — the rush 
of circumstance went past her and 
she dreamed of wide paths paved 
with gaudy leaves and of moun- 
tains crowned with glory and of 
gardens in which only the flowers of 
faith grew. She dreamed tranquilly, 
almost happily, and then all at once 
the dream changed and the path 
narrowed and became rocky and led 
uphill, and the garden was filled 
with tumult, and the mountain was 
crowned with something that stood 
black and gaunt against the sky. 
Something black and gaunt, with 
fingers that clutched at her shoul- 
der. ... 

Claudia waked screaming, and 
there were indeed fingers on her 
shoulders, but they were the trembl- 
ing fingers of her little Jewish maid. 
"W-what is it?" gasped the wife of 

EASTER NUMBER 



the Roman governor, and the little 
maid answered, "I came to you tor 
comfort — you've always been m 
sympathetic, so kind. Jesus Clui>t. 
the Saviour, is even nmv standing 
belore your hushand. and your hus- 
band has asked that He may he 
freed, and the crowd is shouting its 
denial. They are. asking that a crim- 
inal be freed in the place of Jesu* ■■• 

a man named Harubbas and—" 

Claudia was staring into the tear- 
stained face of the young girl. She 
said, with her breathing laboured. 
"Go quickly to the place of 
judgment and give my husband 
a message. Tell him this— u 
him that 1 beg him to have 
nothing to do with this Man. 
Tell him that I have suffered 
many things this day in a 
dream because of Jesus." 

The little maid, with an un- 
steady "Thank you, my lady, 
thank you," darted from the 
room, and Claudia was left 
alone. As minutes crept into an 
hour, and as an hour became 
two hours, her heart grew 
heavy in her breast, and mov- 
ing past the spray of palm that 
drooped even more than ever, 
she went to stand beside the 
open window. It looked 
down into a city street — 
a street that was almost 
empty of population — a 
street that was dark be- 
cause the sky overhead was 
also dark. "There'll be a 
storm before evening," 
thought Claudia, 
and then in the 

(Continued on 
page 14) 
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ANYONE witnessing Christ's distress in the 
Garden of Gelhsemane (He is seen being 
strengthened by an angel| would have con- 
cluded that any couie He lived and died 
for would soon perish — He seemed so weak 
and helpless. Mony times Christianity has 
been threatened but, because it wos of God, 
it has survived all assoults — and will con- 
tinue to survive! 

T'HERE was a moment in the his- 
lory of Christianity when an 
extra large wave would have blot- 
ted it out forever, when the new 
faith was held by Jesus and a hand- 
ful of simple men, and the entire 
group was tossing about in a cockle- 
shell of a boat. 

Another time when Christianity 
was so weak that it appeared to all 
but the faithful few (and they were 
extremely shaky) to be dwindling 
to nothing was immediately after 
the crucifixion. Dean Frederick 
Farrar, describing the event in his 
Life of Christ, says: 



THE SCARS REMAIN 

"He shewed them His hands and His side." 
St. John 20: 20. 

THE scars are there on Easter Day! 
Though sounds of triumph rise supreme! 
(Do we forget so soon, alas! 

The tragedy which came to pass?] 
Though men and angels sing Thy praise. 
The scars remain on Easter days! 

But these are priestly, regal scarsl 
Beyond the grave lhey minister, 
They bear the seal of heav'nly love, 
They speak the hope for Heaven above; 
MY NAME IS THERE, In those dear scars 
Which Jesus shewed on Easter Doyl 

Scars on His hands tell a love Divine, 

So that no scars of sin remain on mine! 

— JOHN HUNT, Colonel 
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"At the moment Christ died, noth- 
ing could have seemed more ab- 
jectly weak, more pitifully hopeless, 
more absolutely doomed to scorn 
and extinction, than the Church 
which He had founded. It num- 
bered but a handful of weak fol- 
lowers of whom the boldest had 
denied his Lord with blasphemy and 
the most devoted had forsaken Him 
and fled. They were poor, they were 
ignorant, they were hopeless. How 
was it that these poor and ignorant 
men, with their crosses of wood tri- 
umphed over the deadly fascinations 
of sensual mythologies, conquered 
kings and their armies and over- 
came the world?" 

It took a miracle to galvanize 
those despondent, dejected disciples 
into life, and to give Peter and the 
rest courage to proclaim the amaz- 
ing news to the world that they had 
been consorting with the Son of God 
— one who had not only performed 
miracles when He was upon earth, 
but had actually come to life again. 

Twenty centuries have elapsed 



since those few faltering, fearful 
disciples launched their good news 
on the ears of an incredulous world, 
and none of them lived to see the 
faith very robust. It met with cruel 
persecution — from Jew and Gentile 
alike, and it did not emerge from 
its struggles until Constantino made 
it the official Roman religon in the 
fourth century. But today Christian- 
ity exerts a far greater influence 
than its numbers would suggest. 

The resurrection is not a dim, 
nebulous something that happened 
in the shadowy days of long ago, 
but an occurrence that seems as real 
today to the true followers of Christ 
as to those early-day disciples. 

The message of Easter is the same 
every year — a revival of joy; a ne- 
gation of all that savours of despair, 
hopelessness and bitterness; a surg- 
ing song of hope that, bleak and bar- 
ren as the winter may have been, 
spring is in the air; new life is at 
the bud. and, above everything else, 
"THE LORD GOD OMNIPO- 
TENT STILL REIGNETH." 
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IT PLAYED ITS PART 



John 12. 12-15. "On the next day 
much people that were come to the 
feast, when they heard that Jesus 
was corning to Jerusalem, took 
branches of palm trees and went 
forth to meet Him, and cried, Ho- 
sanna: Blessed is the King of Israel 
that cometh in the name of the 
Lord. And Jesus, when He had 
found a young ass, sat thereon; as it 
is written, Fear not, daughter of 
Zion, behold the King cometh, sit- 
ting on an ass's colt." 
TN considering this story my 

thoughts turn to the donkey. This 
humble little animal is not so well 
known in this country as in some 
parts of the world, where it is a 
wonderfully useful servant, truly the 
poor man's steed. 

The little donkey does not have 
the speed and power of the horse, or 
the weight and strength of the farm- 
horse, but is patient and persistent. 

Yet this little animal was doing 
what I would like to do — lifting up 
Jesus, so that the people could see 



Him more clearly. The short legs of 
the donkey could not lift Him very 
high, but He was raised above the 
crowd, and it answered the Master's 
purpose. 

This particular donkey was evi- 
dently important to Jesus, because 
He had previously given instruc- 
tions as to how it could be located. 

In Mark's and Luke's account of 
this event, it is spoken of as a colt, 
and we will notice it is not even a 
trained donkey; no one had sat on 
him before, yet, under the Master's 
hand, it was perfectly controlled, 
and helped to glorify Jesus just as 
much as those who shouted, sang 
and waved palms. 

I feel my efforts to glorify Jesus 
are very insignificant. My mind usu- 
ally refuses to function if I try to 
speak in public, but I pray that, 
carrying Jesus with me wherever I 
go, I may display Him, consciously 
or unconsciously, to people every- 
where. 

Catherine Gregory, Toronto 
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A Lent 
that Lasts 



"All This ( Did 
For Thee 



What Wilt Thou 
Do For Me?" 



IT is encouraging to the 
believer to see the erup- 
tion of religious feeling 
at Lent and Easter. 
Attendances at church 
services go into top gear; 
articles appear in some 
of the dailies or weeklies on what 
Lent means to a variety of persons; a 
sober restraint hangs over many 
homes- — expressed in a tight rein 
placed on pleasure, a closer atten- 
tion to Bible reading, prayer and 
fasting, and a conscientious attempt 
to understand the inner meaning of 
the events leading up to the greatest 
happening on the Christian calendar 
— the resurrection. 

But if we are frank and honest we 
must admit there is a sigh of relief 
when Lent is over. Many of the 
"worshippers" step out in the morn- 
ing with a freer step; the air of 
restraint is gone; the irksome hair- 
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shirt is put eff; the unaccustomed 
lacing in of the emotions and desires 
is a thing of the past. They are back 
to normal. 

But for the man whose nature has 
been made completely new, Lent 
means merely an intensification of 
his devotion to God. There is no 
sense of relief that the period of 
probation is over. He just goes on 
serving God as naturally for the rest 
of the year as he does in March or 
April. For if the words of Jesus 
mean anything at; all — and who can 
deny His Supreme Authority? — the 
true Christian is "born again," as 
Jesus intimated to the Pharisee who 
came to interview Him one night — 
Nicodemus. Paul added to the 
thought when he said, "If any man 
be in Christ, he is a new creature; 
old things are passed away ... all 
things are become new." 

The man with a new heart is just 
the same man when he puts his 
Sunday suit in the cupboard and 
steps out to his business Monday 
morning. He is exactly the same 
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A FEW MINUTES' 
thought on the suf- 
ferings of Jesus, and 
the reoson for them 
— our eternal happi- 
ness — should make 
the reader realize 
that any sacrifice he 
makes for God and 
others is small and 
paltry in comparison. 







man as he was singing in the choir 
when he describes a property he is 
trying to sell or gives an estimate 
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on repairing a car. His Christianity 
can no more evaporate in the atmos- 
phere of the "every-man-for himself" 
workaday world than it can in front 
of the altar. 

For the true Christian is one even 
in the dark; wherever he happens to 
be. The new heart is the source from 
which all good flows. A fig-tree can 
no more bring forth thorns than a 
cactus can grapes. He could no more 
do the things that grieve his 
Saviour than he could hold up a 
bank. He would no more think of 
taking advantage of a customer (or 
a defenceless woman) than he would 
of jumping over the moon. He is a 
new creature; old things have passed 
away ... all things have become 
new. If he does cheat, lie, take ad- 
vantage or hate to pray, to worship, 
to read His Bible he simply has 
never had a change of heart. 

Easter brings sheer joy to the 
Christian. It strengthens him in the 
belief he has held all the year long — 
that Jesus is not dead; He is "nearer 
to him than breathing; nearer than 



hands or feet." He is confirmed in 
his affirmation that the presence of 
Jesus is at. hand to strengthen in the 
hour of temptation, to cheer in the 
moment of discouragement, to inter- 
cede in the moment of defeat — in 
short, to work miracles, just as He 
worked a miracle when He changed 
a gloomy, grasping, lustful, sceptical 
heart into one just the opposite. 

Strange how two different de- 
nominations can have such diametri- 
cally opposed ideas of the purpose of 
Christ's suffering, death and resur- 
rection. Some think that Christ 
merely lived to set us an example, 
and they try so desperately yet so 
hopelessly to be like Him, knowing 
every hour of their lives that t Key 
are failing miserably. 

The other idea of Christ is that 
HE CAME TO BE A SAVIOUR 
— to work that miraculous change 
known as the "new birth," con- 
version, becoming (as Jesus put it) 
like a little child. The religion that 
denies miracles is the drabbest, the 
most hopeless of religions. Chris- 
tianity was launched on the most 
stupendous miracle of all — the 
coining back to life of One who was 
nailed to a cross. Why, then, should 
anyone imagine that miracles of 
changed personalities are impos- 
sible? William Booth saw so many 
(Continued an page 12) 
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THE WRITER speaks of attending a meeting held in a skid-row district. A typical scene is 

shown, wilh unsaved men seeking Christ and kneeling on the hard cement sidewalk. 

Many men have experienced an "Easter morning" in their hearts by surrendering whenever 

and wherever they felt the urge for better things. 



j"]K9 T was en tin.' sidewalks of a 
I ggj Canadian city that I saw 
3 Bit a s 1 ""!' °' some fifty men 
who through the redeem- 
ing grace of Christ, had joined 
the great army of those who, through 
twenty centuries by their words and 
changed lives, have witnessed to the 
power and presence of the risen 
Christ. Most, if not all of these men, 
had sunk about as low as possible 
into the depths of sin, but such sins 
had been pardoned by a God who 
forgets as well as forgives. 

Perhaps few who took part in that 
Army open-air meeting realized their 
membership in our ranks tn be part 
of a glorious succession, having a 
vital link with that startling mo- 
ment when, at the open grave. Christ 
gave to a confused and sorrowing 
woman an all-important command 
—'■Go -tell!" The reality of the 
resurrection was confirmed by the 
reality of the risen Lord and His 
recognized voice. Surely there was 
never entrusted to any a more 
glorious commission than this on 
such a day — "Go — tell!" 

Tor nearly two thousand years the 
followers of Christ have spread the 
good news of salvation. But some, 
while enjoying the experience for 
themselves, have only too often failed 
to propagate its message, succumb- 
ing to the "sin of silence." Our 
estimate of the importance of the 
command — "Go — tell !" — is quickly 
revealed by the degree of enthusi- 
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asm we manifest in declaring it. 

That Easter morning command 
was to tell a group, and one man 
in particular — a denying disciple — 
the earth-shattering news: "I am 
risen." The command was ampli- 
fied when Christ commanded His 
followers to go and "tell all nations." 

With an immediacy that none can 
deny, that handful of believers be- 
gan to spread the God-given message 
throughout a pagan world. What a 
cosmopolitan community heard it! 
They included dealers in pearls, 
traders in spices and dates, sellers 
of purple, tent-makers, housewives, 
tax gatherers, and surely the young 
also. It was a strange story to tell — 
a lone Nazarene dying that others 
might live, and now risen; a teacher 
from God who, as His Son, knew the 
will of the Father of all mankind. 

What greater spiritual sin can 
there be than to let anything impede 
the telling of the story? Men's 
tongues are strident as they sell 
Caesar's wares, but often silent when 
they should be announcing the good 
news, the acceptance of which 
would bring in a reign of love and 
peace. 

The arresting thought about the 
growth of the Early Church is that 
the stream of this good news was not 
channelled through the ritual of the 
Temple, neither did it become the 
prerogative of priests. Not a group 
of theologians but men who had the 
smell of fish on their clothes, wo- 
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men whose hands kneaded daily 
bread and many other ordinary folk 
became servants of this living word. 

Their power in the telling came 
from their experience of the risen 
Lord. When the experience of a 
resurrected Christ becomes personal, 
then it becomes purposeful, and men 
must tell. Our age is not helped by 
Christians who say, "Look what the 
world has come to!", but it is being 
saved by those who, conscious of 
resurrection power in their lives, say 
to the sinful and sorrowing, "Look 
zuhat has come to the world!" Such 
"tellers" shine as lights in dark 
places; they work as salt to season 
and preserve our civilization. 

Those disciples may have hidden 
behind closed doors for fear of the 
Jews in the first bewildering days of 
their loss, but once they became 
aware of the presence of the risen 
Lord and had heard the command, 
"Go ye into all the world," they 
were emancipated from fear. The 
man who had cursed and sworn out 
of cowardly fear of being implicated 
with Jesus in His hour of forsaken- 
ness before the priests was now not 
afraid to stand before the self-same 
priests and declare his allegiance 
to the crucified Christ. 

They declared their faith that it 
was His resurrection power which 
worked miracles in the lives of those 
who believed and they leapt toward 
the prospect of suffering, thanking 
God that they were found worthy 
to drink of His cup of pain and be 
baptized with His baptism of con- 
tumely. 

The Lord had given them power 
to obey God before men and to 
joy in the doing of it. Not in their 
case was there any lack of energy 
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IN HIS ARTICLE, THE GENERAL SPEAKS OF THOSE EARLY 
APOSTLES, WHO FIRST TOLD OUT THE GLAD MESSAGE OF 
THE RESURRECTION AND ITS MEANING. THEY WERE, IN 
THE MAIN, ROUGH, UNTUTORED MEN— MEN WITH THE 
"SMELL OF FISH ON THEIR GARMENTS" OR "WOMEN, 
WHOSE HANDS KNEADED DAILY BREAD." SO, TODAY, 
THE GLORIOUS MESSAGE OF HOPE GOES OUT, TOLD NOT 
ONLY BY CULTURED PREACHERS, BUT BY ALL WHO HAVE 
EXPERIENCED THE LIFE-CHANGING POWER OF CHRIST'S 
RESURRECTION AND HAVE A DESIRE TO "GO— TELL!" 
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and enthusiasm in the declaration of 
the message, "the Lord is risen"; no 
dullness or lack of warmth marred 
their words. Neither the life of 
Jesus nor His message to the world 
could ever be spoken of again with- 
out a radiant glow of courage and 
love. 

If you love Christ, will you not 
resolve to join heart and voice with 
Peter and John, and with words 
that have the tone of frantic cer- 
tainty say, "We cannot but speak 
the things which we have seen and 
heard"? 

That Christ lives is the word to 
the sinner, the word to the despond- 
ent and those who need friendship. 
Christ alive and risen indeed is the 
word to tell those whose life is a 
constant battle against the power of 
the evil one, the word, in fact, to 
tell all nations. "Go— Tell!" 

Those who wish to do God's 
work must be willing to use God's 
methods for that work. God can- 
not save the world by learning, but 
by the cross, not by might but by. 
the power of the risen Christ. 

It is one of the miracles of divine 
grace that God can do so much with 
a man's voice, and the voices of 



THREE GARDENS 



GOD planted the very first garden 
In the days when time began; 
And then to dress it and keep it 

He fashioned the very first man. 
God came to the garden at twilight, 

To speak with His people dear; 
But alas, sin had cut the communion. 
And, instead of joy, there was fear. 



One caine to a garden at midnight 

To pray to His Father-God; 
And sweat stood out on His forehead 

Like unto great drops of blood. 
The struggle, then full surrender: 

"Not My will, but Thine be done!" 
Then cabn in the cyclone's centre 

Descended upon Gods Son. 



those men at that Canadian open- 
air meeting, some of whom were 
quite unlettered, were a challenge to 
me that whilst I have breath I must 
"Go" and "Tell," and encourage 
others, you among them, to do the 
same. May God go with you, and the 
Christ of the Easter morning cm- 
power your telling! 



'Twas very early in the morn, 

As sun-rays pierced the gloom. 
That women bearing spices, came 

Unto the rock-walled tomb. 
In consternation they beheld 

An empty sepulchre! 
While at the portal Mary wept, 

An angel spoke to her. 



"The Lord is risen! He is alive!" 

Oh, could it, could it be? 
"He'll meet you on the mountain-side 

In (|uict Galilee." 
"Mary!" The Master spoke: "Go tell 

My brethren. I ascend 
To God, my Father; their God, too; 

Their Father and their Friend." 

* fc w 

In Eden's fruitful garden 

Sin brought mankind to shame; 
In olive-dimmed Gethseiuane 

Christ knelt, and overcame. 
Although He died on Calvary's cross 

Sin's power to defeat. 
In Joseph's garden He arose, 

His victory complete! 
Margaret Douglas, Parry Sound, Ont. 
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"A FEW QUES1 



"PVliRY time I read the words: 
■ Lj "Herod with his men of war set 
Hiin (Jesus) at nought, and mocked 
Him. and arrayed Him in a gorgeous 
robe, and sent Him again to Pilate" 
I wish I could have a few words 
with Herod. Now I have made up 
my mind to do so, and nothing can 
stop me. I don't expect any answers 
from him but, in any case, it will do 
me much good to get a few questions 
off my chest. After all, I must re- 
member, when Herod put his many 
questions to Jesus, he got no answer, 
so I expect Herod will take it out 
on me. 

"King Herod, if you don't mind, 
there are a few questions I would 
like to ask you, but so as to make 
the interview a little less stiff and 
formal, do you mind if I omit the 
title 'King' or 'Your Royal High- 
ness' and simply call you Herod? 

"Herod, why did you dress Jesus 
in a gorgeous robe? It was sheer 
mockery, wasn't it? It looked like 
paying Him homage, but it was open 
derision, wasn't it? 

"Herod, isn't it true that that 
bright robe was one of your own, 
discarded mantles? Jesus had no 
need to borrow one of your worn- 
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out garbs that used to denote your 
kingiy authority, a robe not good 
enough for you any longer, a cloak, 
the onlv thing of value of which was 
the brightness of its colour. 

"He "was already robed, kingly, 
majestically robed. No bright rai- 
ment hung on Him by man could 
in any way make Him more clothed 
or increase His authority or enhance 
His position; He was attired in 
the heavenly purple of inviolate 
righteousness, of immaculate purity, 
of matchless love, of unsimulated 
selflessness. 

"Herod! Perhaps your gorgeous 
robe, after all wasn't worn out. 
Then why had you discarded it? 
Was it that mantle that you wore 
when you gave those unpardonable 



many a time. Your father had told 
the Magi that he, too, wanted to 
find the new born King of the Jews, 
so that he might pay homage to 
Him; in fact his own words were: 
"... that I may come and worship 
Him also!" Is that what he called 
'worship?' Like father, like son! A 
pretence of homage, worship! But in 
reality, mockery, scorn, derision. 

"But, Herod, what I cannot un- 
derstand is zvky you brought it out 
now when Jesus stood before you. 
You must have given those orders. 
No one else in your household would 
have dared do anything of the kind! 
And after robing Jesus in your 
mantle, why did you send Him back 
through the streets of Jerusalem, ar- 
rayed in that fashion? To heap con- 
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orders to your soldiers to behead 
John the Baptist? After that you 
felt, didn't you, that you could no 
longer wear it? Your servant put it 
in your already full cupboard of re- 
jected vestments. It reminded you 
too much of your sin and so you 
scrapped it. There was innocent 
blood on it. But, in spite of your 
new, gorgeous robe, you could not 
forget the sin you committed in the 
old robe. 

"But, Herod, Jesus came to take 
away your sin, not to take away 
your sin-stained robe. You should 
have arrayed yourself in it and fallen 
at His feet and asked Him to for- 
give you. Or, better still, you should 
have draped yourself in sackcloth, 
sprinkled with ashes, and asked His 
mercy on you for your terrible sin of 
sensuality, your rejection of John's 
denunciations and your heinous, out- 
rageous act of executing the only 
man who dared tell you the truth. 

"But Herod Antipas, perhaps your 
reluctance to wear that robe your- 
self goes farther back. Didn't you 
inherit it from your father, Herod 
'the Great,' who was so 'great' 
that he instituted the child murders 
of Bethlehem? 

"Whether you actually remember 
those frightful events, I don't know, 
but you must have heard of them 
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tumely upon the derision you had 
already exposed Jesus to, wasn't it? 

"Herod — you do not answer! 
Have you nothing to say?" 

But Herod has nothing whatso- 
ever to say! 

* * * 

Of course, there are various con- 
jectures possible regarding "that 
other robe." One source tells us that 
it was white, inferring that it was 
lent to Herod by the chief priests 
who, according to the preceding 
verse (Luke 23: 10), were present 
when Herod and Jesus met. If so, 
it would not be without symbolic 
significance. 

But other sources tell us that it 
was a bright (and the Aramaic word 
used there, we are told, always indi- 
cates something red or purple) festal 
mantle that the Jewish kings wore on 
great occasions. The evidence seems 
fairly conclusive that it was Herod's 
robe. 

An interesting suggestion has been 
made by an eminent British scholar 
who says that Herod may have put 
this "gorgeous robe" on Jesus in re- 
taliation for some scathing remarks 
made by Jesus concerning Herod to 
the people in connection with John's 
imprisonment. Do you remember 
this passage? "What went ye out for 
to see? A man clothed in soft rai- 
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ment? Behold, they which are gorg- 
eously apparelled, and live deli- 
cately, are in king's courts." (Luke 
7: 25). Note the similarity of expres- 
sion. The people must have under- 
stood His inference; and it was 
surely reported back to Herod who 
had his spies around, and it would 
have angered him. Now he had a 
chance of arraying his accuser in 
"gorgeous apparel" to make Him 
appear on the same level as Herod. 
But Jesus and Herod never were on 
the same level! 

We meet "that other robe" again, 
for there seems to be very little 
doubt about the origin of the robe 
of purple which the Roman soldiers 
put on Jesus. The incident is re- 
ported by three of the evangelists. 

Archbishop Soderblom maintains 
that it was Herod's robe that was 
used by Pilate's soldiers to prolong 
the mockery. 

On His arrival at Pilate's court 
from His journey in that bright robe 
through the open streets of Jerusa- 
lem, Jesus was soon divested of that 
garment in the courtyard where He 
was left to the sport of the Roman 
soldiers. But one of them took an- 
other look at the purple robe lying 
in a heap on the ground at Jesus' 
feet, and got what he thought was a 
bright idea. He put the robe back 
upon Jesus and called the other men 
together to have a little fun. 



"Do you remember the funnv sat- 
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those events not only all thought of 
rank was for the time abolished hut 
often ranks were inverted, so that a 
prisoner or a slave was made a king 
for a short period. He would lie ele- 
vated and paid mock homage to, the 
people would pretend reveience and 
worship him -and then at the end 
of the festival period the "mock 
king" would be killed or done away 
with in some other way. It was 
probably because of this that we 
read: "They call together the whole 
band" (Mark 15: 16). To them it 
was great sport. It reminded them of 
home. 

Then, too, they all wanted to see 
the Man who according to circulat- 
ing rumours asserted Himself to be 
a king or even Caesar's equal. 
"Come and see how we deal with 
One who makes Himself Caesar's 
rival!" was a shout that would bring 
them all together. 

But Christ has never vied with 
Caesar, and Caesar has never been 
His rival. 

So they mocked Him, and in- 
flicted inhuman suffering and shame 
on Him, the Christ of "that other 
robe." No legends concerning it 
seem to have been told, and no nov- 
els as far as we know have been writ- 
ten around it. It fades out of history. 




K^i 



But that roI.it; h;^ rn.it di-.ipptvirett 
L'tstiiely. lor do we not meet it now 
and again? Is it not true that every 
time we pay tribute to Christ with 
our lips while our lives say sniue- 
thing different, we a:.;ain put this 
nine of mockery on Him? 

Is it not equally true that every 
time we offer Him the mimicry, the 
forms, the outward practice and con- 
ventions of our religion but refuse 
Him the love of our heart, we again 
array Him in this mantle of derision? 

And every time we profess to love 
Him above everything else, and then 
refuse to obey Him. to tender assist- 
ance to His cause and to witness to 
our fellow men of His love, do we 
not again scornfully attire Him in 
the cloak of simulated love, of 
feigned loyalty, of sham worship? 

Slay this Easter season help us all, 
so that the homage we pay to Him 
by our life may be at least as good 
as the tribute we pay Him by our 
lips! — The Musician. London 



TA.n "Amazing "personality 



TESUS Christ was born in the 
meanest of circumstances, yet the 
air above the stable was filled with 
the hallelujahs of the heavenly host. 
As someone has written, "His 
lodging was a cattle-pen, but a star 
drew distinguished visitants from 
afar to do Him homage. His birth 
was contrary to the laws of life; His 
death was contrary to the laws of 
death. No miracle is so inexplicable 
as His life and teaching. He had no 
cornfields or fisheries, but he could 
spread a table for 5,000 and have 
bread and fish to spare; he walked 
on the waters and they supported 
Him. 



His crucifixion was the crime of 
crimes but, on God's side, no lower 
price than His infinite agony could 
have made possible our redemption. 
When He died few men mourned, 
but black crepe was hung over the 
sun. Though men trembled not for 
their sins, the earth beneath shook 
under the load. All nature honoured 
Him; sinners alone rejected Him. 

Sin never sullied Him, corrup- 
tion could not get hold of His body. 
The soil that had been reddened 
with His blood could not claim His 
dust. Three years He preached His 
Gospel. He wrote no book, built no 
church, had no money behind Him. 



After 1,900 years He is the one 
central character of human history, 
the perpetual theme of all preach- 
ing, the pivot around which the 
events of the age revolve, the only 
regenerator of the human race. 

Was it merely the son of Joseph 
and Man' who crossed the world's 
horizon 1,900 years ago? Was it mere- 
ly human blood that was spilled on 
Calvary's hill for the redemption of 
sinners, and which has worked such 
wonders in men and nations through 
the centuries? 

What thinking man can keep from 
exclaiming: "My Lord and My 
God!"- --Attributed to Phillips Brooks 
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JESUS CARRIES HIS CROSS 

BY THE CHIEF SECRETARY. COLONEL A. G. CAMERON 




JESUS FALLS. Overwhelmed by the weight of the heavy cross, and weakened by the 

persecution He had endured, Jesus sinks beneath His burden. He is portrayed being taunted 

by His enemies as He went "all the way to Calvary" for your sins and mine. 



11 HE long trial is over. Barab- 
| bus, the revolutionist has been 
released to the people, and 
Jesus, the Sinless One. is con- 
. deinned to he, crucified. 

An unfamiliar yellow haze 
brushes the pale rose of dawn from 
the sky. In this jaundiced aurora 
Jesus descends the broad steps 
flanked by the rude Roman soldiers, 
while sheepish priests, soured by self- 
convieiinn, [raze on sullenly. The 
benign figure of the Christ, radiant 
in His seamless white robe, flinches 
not at the sight of the' rude cross 
thrust roughly on to His shoulder. 
Then, bleeding, beaten, carrying 
His cross, dragging it alone down 
the dusty street, he starts on His 
long pilgrimage to Calvary. Now He 
totters, sways and falls, but they 
drag Him to His feet and callously 
goad Him. on.. A murmur of im- 
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patience runs through the crowd, 
but He cannot go on. With half the 
life beaten out of Him, His strength 
failing, He stumbles and falls. Again 
the procession halts. 

A visitor from Cyrene, Simon, 
who, as one writer puts it was, a mo- 
ment before, "an unknown molecule 
swimming in the vast bloodstream of 
the human race," stands gaping at 
the awesome spectacle. Suddenly, a 
guard points a finger, snarls an order, 
the burly Cyrenian ceases to be a 
spectator, and, carrying the cross of 
Jesus, is ruthlessly pushed into im- 
mortality. 

Simon bends beneath the cross 
almost unknown. When he straight- 
ens up he has become a figure in 
history! On moves the procession 
towards Golgotha, the knoll called 
the "Place of a Skull." News of what 
the Sanhedrin and Pontius Pilate 



have done flies through the awak- 
ened city with the speed of a vulture 
after carrion. From doorstep to upper 
window, to house-top, faster and 
faster it goes, and the crowd races 
out of the city gates to behold the 
mad scene and to join in the pro- 
cession up that final slope to Cal- 
vaiy. 

There the onlookers see the meek 
and lowly Jesus laid prostrate on the 
cross, the nails driven into His hands 
and feet, the crown of thorns pushed 
more tightly on to that already 
bleeding brow. They see strong 
soldiers slowly lift the cross until it 
stands erect then, with a sickening 
thud, drop it into the socket made to 
receive it. There at last the will of 
Annas and Caiaphas is fully done — 
Jesus is crucified. He hangs between 
two thieves. The three crosses, with 
their suffering humanity impaled 
thereon, make sharp, bleak silhou- 
ettes against a darkening sky. 

Already a storm is blowing up 
from the mountains. Fast-moving 
clouds frighten fearful women, who 
tighten their grip upon little hands 
and scurry back to the security of 
their homes. 

The sky grows heavier ; an un- 
canny darkness settles on the scene; 
streaks of lightning flash across the 
darkness, but the man on the cross 
— how does He react? They hear 
Him make the sublime promise to 
the repentant thief; they hear Him 
commit His faithful mother to the 
care of John; they look and wonder 
— can He be the King of the Jews? 
They listen as He cries out in 
agony to His Father-God; they see 
Him die, and, as if the whole world 
is party to that agonizing death, in 
that moment the veil of the temple 
is rent in twain from top to bottom, 
the earth quakes, rocks are rent and 
graves are opened! Awestruck, filled 
with fear, the people look into the 
face of Jesus and hear the centur- 
ion's steady voice, "Truly, this is the 
Son of God!" 

But the death of Christ on the 
cross is more than a story to be told 
— a record to be written. It is a 
message to be received — a fact to 
be believed — a challenge to be ac- 
cepted. Reader, what response have 
you made to the appeal of Calvary? 
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What Impression Would Christianity Make On 



A "Visitor from Mars ? 



IN these days of rocketry we are 
becoming almost familiar with 
the thought of a man making a 
visit to the moon or even to 
another planet. If that is pos- 
sible, it is only another step to 
imagine a visitor from another 
world coming to earth. 

This is not the place to speculate 
on his appearance, or his manner 
of travel, but I wondered if our 
thoughts about such a visitor could 
help us get a fresh look at ourselves. 
If we concede that such a being 
would be capable of thought as we 
are, and able to reason and draw 
conclusions from what he observes, 
can we ask ourselves what such a 
celestial visitor would think about 
religion in the world today? Would 
he divine what are the essential and 
central truths of the Christian 
message ? 

There is a danger that he would 
be utterly confused when he became 
aware of the many techniques which 
the Church is finding increasingly 
attractive today. 

What would he think of Christian 
journalism, with its many contradic- 
tions? How would he be impressed 
by the churches' efforts at publicity, 
its public relations and the high 
pressure methods employed in its 
campaigns, its fund-raising, to say 
nothing of the many occasions, 
trumpeted from the pulpit, for re- 
dedication, renewal and consecra- 
tion? What would he think, our 
young stranger from Mars, of all 



this, and would he get even a 
glimpse of the meek and lowly 
Jesus ? 

St. Paul said that Christians must 
he "always bearing about in the 
body I he dying of tin- Lord Jfvti, 
that the life also of Jesus might be 
made manifest in our body." II 
Cor. 4: 10). ' 

Can wc think that this Martian 
would find evidence of the Christ of 
Calvary as he might journey with us 
today? Hark to Paul again when he 

By The Territorial Commander 
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says, "For I determined not to know 
anything among you, save Jesus 
Christ, and Him crucified . . . not the 
wisdom of this world, nor of the 
princes of this world . . . but . . . the 
wisdom of God." (I Cor. 2: 2, 6, 7). 

This is the great test, alike for 
time and eternity. How far do wc 
know and love and live for Jesus 
Christ, so that the stranger in our 
midst will discern the true image of 
God made flesh — the person and 
reality of Jesus Christ? 

The revelation of God, which was 
given to us in Jesus, cannot be con- 
tained in a book. It is a Pawn. It 
cannot be conveyed in print, or in 
spoken word, or in drama, or on 
television, except in so far as the 
human agent concerned is suffering 
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Tii my reader*, then. I nuke bold 
to declare, only in the mtMMiir in 
whirl: we hear in out bodv .*/;«. <ivtK" 
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of the Laid /,. <n<. only in 
measure that we accept the sacrifice 
and the Cms*, to which Christ 
called His disciples . . . only then 
can we reveal IIi> love to others. 

This is the message of Good 
Friday. As we look on the mutilated 
iorm of our God dvimj. remember. 
He was not only the Sin-beater- ■•- 
He was also the Friend, who could 
die for those whom lie loved. 

The visitor bum Mars will net to 
the truth of the matter if he per- 
ceives that we live in the Spirit of 
Christ's last coniiuandnient given to 
His disciples, "liy this shall all men 
know that ve are inv disciples, if ve 
have LOVE OXE TO AX- 
077/Z:fl."--St. John 13: 35. 



Simon The Cyrenian 

THEY gave mc His cross to carry, 
A cruel cross of shame; 
They gave me His cross to carry 
And I did not know His name. 

A soldier made me help Him — 
He, who stumbled with its weight, 
I did not know why I should be 
A partner to His fate. 

He looked at me so sadly — 
This man with the kindest face; 
And that cross, to me, was not heavy. 
For it carried some of His grace. 

Surely this Man with eyes deep and sure, 
Was not going out to die ? 
Surely this Alan, so regal and pure, 
Was befriending such as I? 

One look He gave me, it reached my soul, 
As they took His cross from me; 
And I realized it to the full, 
He was to die on it — for me! 

They told me His name was Jesus 
That He was the Son of God 
And all my life I'll remember, 
The way — that bill — we trod. 

And ever since, through all my days, 
I have felt Him everywhere, 
And often wished again and again 
That cross with Him to share. 

Ernest Parr, Major, 
Toronto 
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A RE yon living in the spirit of 
*^ renunciation of evil? When you 
first knelt at the Saviour's feet you 
gave up your sin, and promised 
Him to keep it away from you ever- 
more. Have vou fulfilled that prom- 
ise? 

The cross is the way God has 
chosen to secure His own glory and 
to save the world. To this end He 
nailed His Son to the cross, and to 
this end He has asked you and me 
to join company with Him there. We 
have said we would do so: nay. we 
have voluntarily taken our place by 
His side. 

Shall we desert Him? What will 
the Father sav if we do? If we for- 



The Founder of 
The Salvation Army 



sake the Son, how can we expect the 
favour of the Father? No; He first 
met us at the cross; it was at the 
cross He told us of the forgiveness 
of our sins and the sanctification of 
our natures. At the cross He has 
made to us the most precious revela- 
tion of His love; and at the cross 
we must live and die. 

If you come down from the cross, 
if you abandon this track of tribula- 
tions, what will become of the souls 
you are sent to save by suffering? 
I don't mean by the merit of any- 
thing you could endure; that is out 
of the question. All the meritorious- 
ness connected with the salvation of 
men is connected with His work. 



NO PROOF LIKE PIETY 



T SHOWED iny friend the empty 
tomb so as to prove to him that 
the Christ had risen from the dead. 
I revealed to him the broken seal 
and the napkin folded in a corner, I 
set before him the written record and 
many other infallible proofs that my 
Lord was indeed alive . . . 

But he did not believe. "For." 
said he, "I have looked into your 
heart and I find it selfish, ambitious, 
proud. I see that it is hot and resent- 
ful, envious, and grudging. No, your 
Christ is dead forever more.'' 

Then there came a day when I 
yearned over my friend and loved 
him as my own soul, I forgot mv 
proofs, and remembered only his 
incomparable soul. I forgot my 



proofs, and remembered only his 
incomparable need, I gave up my 
arguments, and merely stretched 
forth my hand with an aching ten- 
derness in its touch. I became so 
concerned for his plan that somehow 
my own was forgotten and failed, 
and I did not care. I sought out the 
bruises that life had left upon his 
soul, and in some strange fashion I 
became a minister for their healing. 
And then he believed! "For," 
said he, "I have seen the living 
Christ walking in the world. I know! 
/ know that He indeed is risen from 
the dead and become the first fruits 
of them that sleep in the charnel 
house of self. Yea, vour Christ liveth. 
-]. T. Eliff 



But there arc men and women who, 
as things arc arranged now, can only 
be reached by human suffering, and 
only be saved by your cross-bearing. 

Someone must weep and toil and 
deny himself or they will die and 
be damned out of the drinking 
saloons, the dancing houses, the 
brothels, the slums, the streets, nay 
out of the churches and chapels in 
which they hear of the mercy of 
God, all burning while they live in 
the fires of sin and pride and hv- 
pocrisy. Someone must pull them 
out, and that at their own loss. 

Will you do it, or will you desert 
your post and leave the cross? 



A LENT THAT LASTS 

(Continued from page 5) 
desperate characters changed when 
he launched The Salvation Army 
that his whole teaching and preach- 
ing was based on the possibility of 
momentary transformation. That's 
why he wrote his best song, "O 
boundless salvation, deep ocean of 
love, O fulness of mercy, Christ 
brought from above. THE WHOLE 
WORLD REDEEMING so rich 
and so free; now flowing for all men; 
come, roll over me!" 

We have heard much about living 
the positive life in a negative, fear- 
ridden world. It is the most feasible 
and glorious Gospel ever proclaimed. 
Thousands have claimed it. Easter 
was meant to symbolize new life, 
new hope, new ambitions, new chal- 
lenges and new victories. May the 
reader tune into the grand chords of 
Easter, and prove that the remainder 
of 1961 can be lived on a note of 
confidence and victory. 



SOMEONE TRUSTS YOU 

IWOUtD be true, for there are those 
who trust me; 
I would be pure tor there are those who 
care; 
1 would be strong for there is much to suffer; 
I would be brave, for there Is much to 
dare. 
I would be friend to all, the foe, the friend- 
less; 
I would be giving, and forget the gift. 
I would be humble, for I know my weakness, 
I would look up, and laugh, and love and 
lift. 
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YI/E know how poorly prepared 
" were the disciples for Christ's 
resurrection, how slowly they be- 
lieved, how little they understood the 
meaning of that event. The resur- 
rection of Jesus Christ is the turning 
point in human time and history. 
It gives us. first, a certified Chris- 
tianity, an authentic salvation; and, 
secondly, it gives us a present, liv- 
ing, communing Saviour. It was the 
main purpose of Christ's appear- 



How did the Lord reply to this 
sad recital of their unbelief? He 
reproached them for their dullness 
of mind and lethargy of spirit. They 
should have known what the Scrip- 
tures so clearly foretold, and what 
He had often unfolded to them. He 
began, as we can hardly doubt, with 
the first promise: the seed of the 
woman who should bruise the ser- 
pent's head. 

Then there were types, claimed by 
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ances, occurring during the forty 
days between the resurrection and 
ascension, to teach His disciples what 
the resurrection meant to them and 
the world, so that it might become 
the power of their preaching in all 
lands. 

On the afternoon of Easter Sun- 
day, two disciples were on their way 
from Jerusalem to Emmaus, a vil- 
lage about seven miles from Jerusa- 
lem. One of them was named Cleo- 
pas; the other has been assumed 
to be Nathaniel or Luke, but may 
have been the wife of Cleopas (John 
19: 25.) They were discussing the 
great news uppermost in the hearts 
of all Christ's followers on that 
eventful day, when Jesus, "in an- 
other form," joined Himself in their 
company and conversation. It seems 
to the narrator so remarkable that 
they did not recognize Him that he 
explains this only as the result of di- 
vine influence, which, as it were, 
affected their vision so that they 
could not see Him. 

On Christ's asking what they were 
discussing so earnestly, they told 
Him — in wonder at His apparent ig- 
norance — the story of the crucifixion 
and the downfall of their hopes that 
Jesus was the Messiah: for with the 
expiration of the predicted three 
days they could no longer hope for 
His return or believe in His Messiah- 
ship. 
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the Lord in the days of His flesh 
as fulfilled in Him: the bra/en ser- 
pent and the paschal lamb. So also 
Christ's prototype, Joseph, who, 
from the lowest humiliation of the 
pit and dungeon, passed to the right 
hand of the throne; David, who suf- 
fered so much and so long from the 
persecution of Saul — these with 
many more. And when the August 
Interpreter reached the prophets, 
the fifty-third chapter of Isaiah was 
no doubt the central prophecy which 
he expounded. Around this would be 
gathered the great prophetical 
psalms of the crucifixion, as the 
twenty-second claimed by the Lord 
upon His cross, and the fortieth 
claimed for Him by His apostle 
(Heb. 10:5). 

Then Daniel, Jonah and Zeeha- 
riah all provide rich prophetic 
glimpses of that which on Calvary 
had just been fulfilled. 

These disciples we referred to had 
both assumed that Jesus could 
not be the Christ, because He had 
"suffered these things;" the Lord 
shows them from the Scripture that 
He could not be the Christ unless He 
had "suffered these things," 

As they drew near the village of 
Emmaus they reminded Him of 
the lateness of the hour, and con- 
strained Him to share their hospi- 
tality. Their hearts had been 
strangely moved during that impas- 



sioned unfolding of prophecy, and 
they wanted to have more of it. 

At supper as Hi? blessed the 
bread and distributed it to them — 
they recognized Him. Immediately 
after this recognition, as He had ac- 
complished His design, and would 
not return to the old plane of famil- 
iar earthly intercourse, our Lord 
disappeared. The two disciples, late 
as it was, returned the seven miles 
to Jerusalem, and told the wonder- 
ful news, "He is risen! The prophe- 
cies of Messiah's birth, death and 
resurrection have been fulfilled. We 
have seen the Lord and He has ex- 
plained it all to us!" 

The fact of prophecy shows that 
the world is not carried along like 
a ship without a pilot or an army 
without a general. It is directed by 
a farseeing and [xiwerful Providence. 
Are we aware of the high estimate 
placed by our Lord upon the pro- 
phecies of Scripture as clearly point- 
ing to Himself? Do we study thorn 
as we should? Do we regard them 
highly in our endeavour to preach 
a risen Saviour to an unbelieving 
world? 



If we work on marble, it will perish. 
If we work on brass, time will efface it. 
If we rear temples, time will crumble 
them into dust. But if we work on 
immortal minds: if we imbue (hern with 
principles, with the just fear of God and 
love of our fellow men, we ensjrave on 
those tablets something which will 
brighten all eternity. 

Daniel Webster 
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The Green Branch 



(Continued 
distance she In 1 . ml what uii^lit have 
been the muttering of the storm, ami 
slu" leaned In 'in tin- window tin; 
bettor to see. 

Tiiov were cniniug clown the start 

an anyiv. howling moh. a jeering. 

siii astir inuli. Men who shouted and 
cursed. I>nt I'i'w women. Men who 
brandished whips hut the women 
who were with them hid their hires 
in their garments. And then, as the. 
crowd fame under the window. 
Claudia glimpsed a Man in the 
centre of it, and though she had 
never seen Him before she recog- 
nized Him. 

He wore ;i scarlet robe, as scarlet 
as the blood that stained His fore- 
head, for He was crowned with 
thorns, and the thorns had cut 
through the skin and left jagged 
wounds. He carried a reed in His 
hand as if it were a sceptre, and as 
Claudia looked she felt that it were 
indeed a sceptre. 

With her hand pressed to her 
trembling lips she watched as the 
procession halted almost under her 
window, Watched as men came for- 
ward, bearing a heavy cross which 
they laid upon the shoulders in the 
scarlet robe. Claudia felt a queer, 
aching pride because the shoulders 
did not shrink from their burden, 
and with a curious desire to do 
something --in some way to express 
herself — she turned hysterically from 
the window. There, in the vase she 
saw the withered branch of palm — 
snatching it up she turned again to 
the window and flung it down be- 
fore the feet of the Man who carried 
the cross. 

'"Jesus." she called. "Jesus Christ," 
and then. "Master!" Despite the 
cross that He carried, the Man 
looked up. and Claudia saw His 



from- page 3) 
face. Then the procession passed on, 
and the shrieking and the tumult 
became a mutter in the distance, and 
then even the mutter was no more. 

Claudia was in her chair again, 
but her hands were not over her 

far.fi -they were clasped tightly on 

the arms of the chair— when Pontius 
Pilate came through the door. There 
was something almost furtive about 
his step, something unearthly and 
dead in his posture, and his chin 
looked limp and futile and his jaw- 
line was unsteady. He flung aside the 
judicial robe that he wore and said. 
"It's been a hard day," but his eyes 
would not meet his wife's. When she 
queried coldly, "Pilate, how could 
you give Him to the mob?" 

■'They asked for Barabbas," he 
said, "and I tried to dissuade them." 

''Why did you not call your cen- 
turions?" demanded Claudia. "Why 
did you not surround Jesus with the 
power of Caesar's army? Don't you 
know that you're a murderer?" 

Pilate, himself accused, faltered 
before his wife. "I'm not a mur- 
derer," he protested. "I did this—" 
he made the gesture of washing his 
hands. "I said, 'I am innocent of the 
blood of this just person.' Publicly 
Claudia, I called Jesus a just per- 
son. I'll be criticized, later, for going 
that far." 

Claudia, with her gaze veiled, 
looked into the face of the man who 
was her husband. She thought, 
"We've loved each other — we've 
been close to each other. We've 
shared the same hopes and the same 
fears and the same bed. We've jour- 
neyed over strange seas — we've lived 
in exile. But all that is done with— 
finished. Oh, God — " without know- 
ing it she was praying to Someone 
whom she had never recognized, "O 
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TN the cross of Christ I glory, 
Towering o'er the wrecks of time; 

All the light of sacred story 
Gathers round its head sublime. 

When the sun of bliss is beaming 
Light and love upon my way, 

From the cross the radiance stream- 
ing 
Adds more lustre to the day. 



When the woes of life o'ertake me, 
Hopes deceive, and fears annoy, 

Never shall the cross forsake me: 
Lo! it glows with peace and joy. 

Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure, 

By the cross are sanctified; 
Peace is there that knows no 
measure, 
Joys that through all time abide. 
— J. Bowring 
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God, in Heaven, what shall I do?" 

With her veiled gaze upon Pilate 
she asked the question, and sud- 
denly — had Pilate said that Romans 
do not believe in miracles? — a mir- 
acle occurred. For a voice sounded 
in Claudia's soul — a voice so strong, 
so thrilling, so crowded with emo- 
tion that it was like the vibration 
of a harp, like the light of a star. 
"Forgive Pilate. Forgive him 
Claudia,, they know not what they 
do . . . Forgive Pilate. Forgive him, 
Claudia, for the waiting years will 
hear the charge 'suffered under 
Pontius Pilate.' " 

Claudia, brushing her hand across 
her lids, knew that her gaze had 
been veiled because of tears. She 
rose from her chair, and went slowly 
to her husband and laid her icy 
hand on his arm. "It's been a hard 
day," she said, and she tried to make 
her voice sound casual, "you're tired. 
Perhaps if I sit beside you, you can 
rest." 

The War Cry, Chicago 



GRACE OF KINDNESS 

TPHE practice of Christian kindness, 
prompted by love, will do more 
to reach the indifferent and even the 
hostile than will all profession that 
is only profession. 

It is useless to try to give comfort 
to the hungry and the. ragged if we 
do not meet their urgent needs to 
the best of our ability. "Faith, if it 
hath not works, is dead." 

It is essential that the profession 
of Christianity be supported by the 
practice of Christian living. Kind- 
ness is the every-day practice of our 
faith in relation to anyone in need 
whom we are in a position to help. 
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